‘Christopher remembers wading 
out into the water until it came 
to his armpits. He remembers 
the diving board platform, the 
old dressing room that has been taken down. 

Jody Rhode has been going here for more 
than four decades. She lost a very special 
ring in the rapids. 

Today, Dale Owens, who came here as a 
kid, is taking his own kids to swim. 

For more than 80 years, the Sandy Swim- 
ming Hole on the Washougal River has been 
a favorite swimming spot for locals. On any 
sunny day you're likely to see: a gaggle of 
kids splashing a man floating in an inner 
tube; two girls daring a third to jump off the 
rocks; women on towels reading romance 
novels; old men sitting on the sand, baking 
like bread in the sun. 

“It was my favorite place to go,” says 
Christopher, 70. “I learned to swim out 
there—at least, I learned to dog paddle.” 


Chane A little history 

“The Sandy Swimming Hole was first ac- 
quired in 1865 by English Hudson Bay Com- 
pany. A ceremony held in 1929 officially ded- 
icated the sw 
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“This really was an event of importance 
and over 2,500 people attended the erent: 
In the dedicatory address, George Moody offi- 
cially placed the resort in the joint custody of 
the cities of Camas and Washougal.” 

As Christopher recalls, a hole for the 
Camas Swimming Pool was dug in the 1940s, 
but completion was delayed because of the 
World War II. In the area, the Sandy s: - 
ming hole became the place to swim. Lessons 
and contests were held for area children dur- | 
ing the summer—the 50-yard dash, 25-yard 
dog paddle, the face float. : 
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“It’s supposed to rain this weekend,” he says. “... figured I better 
bring the kids here while it’s sunny.” 

Further up the beach are Teri Anderson and her daughter, Jessi- 
ca, sunbathing on a flat spot. As a teenager, Teri wouid swim in the 
Washougal. She and Jessica have brought their black lab, Lucy, 
down to the swimming hole. 

The dog doesn’t like the water but, Jessica says, “It was a sur- 
prise today. She actually got her feet wet.” 

Near the water, Gordon Rockstad and his girlfriend Shauna 
Hemaway are teaching Shauna’s four-year-old son, Joesph, how to 
get his feet wet. 

Rockstad says he prefers rivers to lakes. ‘ 

“At least if the kids are pottying in the water it’s moving down- 


| stream,” he says with a smile. 


‘And surveying the whole scene is Jody Rhode. Rhode grew up in 
Camas and been coming to the Sandy Swimming Hole for 43 
years. Today she brought a book, towels, and her two children, 
Chelsea, 11, and Kyle, 9. x x 
“We come here every day,” says Rhode. “If it's not the pool it’s 
1 a graveyard [shift] worker so every day we get up early 
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is joined by her friend Becky Lattrell, who has 
brought her nine-year-old daughter, Reva. 


Lattrell says that coming to the swimming hole gives her a 
chance to catch up with friends she hasn't seen all week. But at 
the end of the day, it’s the kids who usually are the last ones that 
want to leave, she says. 

Rhodes’ kids charge up the beach. Kyle has just come out of the 
water, Chelsea shows a bucket of tiny fish she has caught. Later, 
she'll dump them back in the water. 

“The kids can be shivering and turning purple and they'll say, 
‘no, I want to stay,” Lattrell says, and Rhode nods. 

Rhode recalls an adventure she had as a child at the swimming 
hole: 

“Both sides used to be big rapids,” she says. “I had my grand- 
mother’s opal ring that was handed down to me... and I Jost it in the 
rapids... I had the whole beach looking for it.” 

“T still think somebody's going to find that ring,” she adds, 
squinting in the sun. 

Over the years, Rhode has seen small changes in her swimming 
hole, but says that, for the most part, it remains the same. The 
rocks are a little more eroded, the beach seems smaller. " 

But Rhode says she is happy with the fairly recent additions of 
bathroom and rock slope. “I love what [the City of Washougal] 
done with this place,” she says. 

“Everyone has their own little places,” she explains. 
ours. 


If anyone finds an opal ring, call the Post and we'll get itt 


